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Bodmin Moor project Diary 


7“* June (Saturday) 

Steve, Fay and I all met up at Paddington Station around one o’clock, it seems Angus was 
unable to make his connection between there and Kingscross. The train left on time with 
Steve and I upgraded to first class at no extra cost, (bargain). After some initial confusion we 
managed to find our seats and settle down. I have decided that I much prefer to travel long 
distance by train rather than by car. One tends to have much more time to think and write in 
a diary, aithough i can not workout why it is we seem to hit a bumpy patch every time I try to 
drink my coffee or even take the lid off. 

We arrived at Juliet’s Wells with no staff in sight and no way to pay for the caravan or find 
out which was the right one to unload into. Eventually ended up in the wrong one, what a 
surprise. Sue popped round about 7.30pm and queried whether we were in the right caravan 
(she iooked a tad stressed)? Then Barbara popped round fifteen minutes later to reset the 
bar meeting from 8.00pm to 8.30pm, confusion. I ask my self if this a bodes well for the 
weeks ahead. 

8*** June (Sunday) 

First day on site today, went to prepare the sandwiches and lunch stuff in 41 (caravan) only 
to be told at the door that the sandwich stuff was no longer to be kept there and we should 
take it back to our caravan. Felt like we were being lumbered when 41 was so much larger 
than our caravan. I can also see problems arising from the fact that there are only 
archaeologist in our caravan and the members of the 41 club are from both the anthro and 
archaeo sides of the excavation. This means that when we leave at 8.05am and lock the 
caravan those people who tend to travel in later (guess who) will not have access to the 
sandwich supplies. 

After traveiiing to site in CT’s car praying he would remain focused on the road, we arrived at 
West Moor Gate. We at walked onto site with most of the people more or less alone with 
their own thoughts, spread out across the moor. I find I much prefer to waik alone no matter 
where I am, simply because I find it an ideal time to think or day dream. 

Once on site it proceeded to rain with a vengeance making our fist introduction to the site 
and it’s interpretation somewhat inaudible. 

I am not happy with some of the interpretations of the site at the moment, particuiarly the 
shrine stones among the scree. Much of these deposits seem to be natural and part of the 
normal solifluction process with a few minor anomalies which could indicate whim rather than 
worship. 

I spent this afternoon digging at the cairn under the direction of Helen, there seemed to be 
some discussion as to whether the construction stated from the outside or the inside. Really 
don’t know myself, it all looks rather confused and I have to say somewhat natural. Part of 
my problem is that I did not see the possibie cairn before excavation and have to reiy on 
imagination (just what one should not do). Looking forward to big eats and some serious 
beering. 

9^ June (Monday) 

Day began with Mike W winning that he was not getting his sandwiches made for him and if 
that was not enough he then went on to suggest to Sue (although I don’t think she heard) that 
they should be told to make them for everyone (they meaning we first years). This blatant 
statement that he sees the students as lower down the social hierarchy and thus his servants 
struck me as a tad offensive. This obviously contradicts the idea that there shouid be as like 
order and hierarchy as possible, big fat zero for Mike on the personality scale this morning. 

On site this morning the mist covered the moor giving it a mystical feel, with stones 
appearing and fading from view from moment to moment. 

The cairn was finally cleaned and ready to photograph and plan after lunch so I got to go off 
and do some surveying with BB and Henry in the western settlement. We actually seemed 
to work quite well together, often agreeing after little discussion as to what to record. 

Although I did find the technique of surveying used by the anthro team somewhat more 
subjective than one would expect of archaeological techniques. BB seemed happy with the 
amount of work completed although that may change when she comes to read my writing. 






Spent the rest of the day working in trench 23 under the directing of Mike T. Its a well run 
trench and mike give a lot of detail when answering questions as well as constructive 
criticism if you do some thing wrong. I like the clear and concise way he works and look 
forward to working at 23 again. 

10"' June (Tuesday) 

Spent the day working in trench 39 with Eric cleaning the south facing section which was 
made very difficult by the number of large projecting inclusions. I spent the rest of the day 
clearing spoil from the south west quad. There was some discussion as to the possible use 
of wooden floors within the structures. There was also discussion around a group of stone in 
an apparently circular pattern being a hearth, I think not. 

The most exciting part of the day was the discussion as to the use of the words feature and 
context. Fortunately we were all to tired to argue for long, fortunate because it was really Just 
so much guff. Shortly after this Tony arrived to a chorus of, ‘lock the door the shrinks 
coming’ which he took in good humour. 

Angus and Steve left for the bar shortly after giving me my first period alone to reflect on the 
site. It is quite clear that each trench has its own atmosphere and ethos, Mikes is that of 
efficiency and a clear methodology. Helen’s cairn has a much more relaxed air, (not to say 
unprofessional) being more chatty with much singing. While Eric’s trench is in a period of 
tension while he adjusts to the new site. With much discussion as to the number of contexts 
and apparent features within the site. I find this useful because I can see the way Eric 
questions and interprets the site. Although I do believe you can never have to many 
contexts. 

Il"* June (Wednesday) 

Another walk through the mist onto site today after a raucous car journey. Angus started a 
game of eye spy in the car which lasted the whole journey. After guessing a word correctly I 
chose the letter P for paint (paint on the road, road markings) which of course none of the 
passengers got so they all gave up and I had to tell them. I later went on to choose I for 
igneous rock ‘granite’ which again no one got. They all blame the strange way of seeing 
things I seem to have for the answers being indecipherable. 

The weather was not to bad, which was a surprise considering the weather forecast. The 
mist returned to the hill in late afternoon. It swooped up the valleys with rapidly moving 
flanking tendrils of dense mist which seem to be alive. They sort out and enveloped the hill, 
reclaiming it and letting us know our time here was only finite. This seemed almost meant to 
give us impetus to leave, however, when this was not enough it started to rain. 

12"* June (Thursday) 

Day began damp and overcast with four of us cramming into the back of the van. Another 
game of eye spy, my words Hills and Moss flummoxed the others. We walked onto sit from 
Bowithic which is a much nicer walk than from West Moor Gate even if the walk over the top 
of Leskemick is a bit tiring. 

The day in 39 was punctuated by the find of a pot sherd which turned out to be a rim sherd 
with reasonably sharp edges. It was felt that this might be an in-situ find and the discovery of 
charcoal in the same context makes the find all the more interesting. 

Now that the floor of 39 is looking much cleaner the place seems much more inviting which 
is something that a number of us have mentioned. Although I must say that the potential to 
stub your toe is still high. The walk back to the van was even better than the walk up, this 
was probably due to the fact that it was all down hill. 

Once back at the caravan we had a vegan chilli cooked by Fay. Then Angus proceeded to 
switch between his calm serious and mad insane personas. He now calls me Tangential Dan 
due to his perception of the way my mind works, Ha fool, he’s not even close. 

13”’ June (Friday) 

Day off, had a nice lay in today and didn’t get up until 9am. Then it was of to Tintagel to visit 
the horrendous tourist village and bimble around in the mist which seems to follow us every 
where we go. I couldn’t quite make up my mind as to which was better the, the mist and 
atmosphere it produced or some nice bright sunshine. I think it would have to be the 
sunshine as I walked right past a lot of the archaeology and missed it totally. 

14 ” June (Saturday) 

Just as I expected the weather today was warm and sunny, which was obviously due to the 
fact that I have purchased some waterproof trousers. 

The day at 39 was the most pleasant yet. The arrival of the geomorphologist with their Smit 
Hammer caused much interest. Initial results suggest that the western settlement is older 








than the southern, so following current thinking on site. They also caused some discussion 
by suggesting certain things were cultural and others totally natural. 

Had to cook dinner tonight for the whole caravan (pie, chips and beans) with Angus winning 
about how long the oven takes to cook. I think he wanted to eats quickly so as to get up the 
bar in time for the obligatory six pints. 

15“’ June (Sunday) 

Day started with the now obligatory game of eye spy. 39 is beginning to look a lot better with 
the removal of much rubble. After the weekly fam trip around the site I began to remove fill 
from a wall section in the north west quad of 39. This job was later taken over by Steve due 
to his keen interest in the construction of walls. While later levelling across parts of the walls 
Christelle appeared and began to take pictures, unfortunately I moved just as most of the 
shots were taken (obviously not very photogenic). Arrived at 28 to find CT wrapping stones 
in cellophane which I have to say I find a little dubious. He initially wrapped the back stone of 
the structure, however, this proved to be an awkward stone, so he moved to another which 
didn’t mind. I had been wondering about his method of selecting the stones he wanted to 
wrap and paint. 

16“* June (Monday) 

Wasn’t in the mood for eye spy this morning. Had a good day on site though with the 
discovery of a possible piece of honing stone at 39 (southern quad). Mike T suggested that 
the nearest source could be as far as Exeter. Steve’s turn to cook tonight, looking forward to 
a nice relaxing evening of writing up my note to the sounds of classic FM. 

17“’ June (Tuesday) 

It was a bit of a sad trip to site today due to it being our last journey with Penni and the 
atmosphere was definitely subdued from the norm. 

Managed to get a nice nap during the afternoon when Sue was taking photos of the trench at 
39. I had to get out of site so the easiest thing to do was lay down and I thought, while I’m 
here. 

Its Penni’s party tonight in honour of her leaving, so everyone is cooking food and buying 
booze. It should be a good night, I don’t look forward to getting up in the morning however. 

18“’ June (Wednesday) 

Had a little bit of trouble getting up this morning due to the fact it so nice and warm in my bed 
and so cold outside. There was also the thought at the back of my mind that it was my last 
night it the double bed and I was due to swap with Angus who is in the lounge. Rather sad 
morning due to saying goodbye to Penni. Then had to cope with Dave Hooley’s driving use 
to site, (warp factor nine) which was somewhat nerve racking. Poor Fay look rather ill by the 
end of it and I was certainly relieved it was over. Seems the charm of my waterproof 
trousers has worn of due to the down poor which ended the day on site. 

19“’ June (Thursday) 

Began the day with rain ’hooray’ we get to spend the morning in the caravans. Angus and I 
swapped rooms today and I now have the lounge. Bizarrely we used the same cupboards for 
the same things, however, I have now established an air of order in the lounge were before 
chaos ruled. I made baked potatoes for lunch with lashing of tuna, sweet com and mayo. 

We spent the afternoon viewing the construction of a round house at Trewortha in southern 
Bodmin. Angus and I decided to run up to high rock on Kilmar Tor (Twelve Men’s Moor) 
thinking it was only a couple of hundred metres, wrong, it was close to a km away and over 
six metres tall rather than the two metres we previously thought. So much for the five minute 
jog, perspectives such a bummer sometimes, still I think we got some great shots. 

20 *“ June (Friday) 

Day off today, slept in until 9.45am and am now most excellently rested. Spent the morning 
doing nothing but eating drinking and watching cricket. I later travelled into Camelford to do 
a spot of shopping and grab a pasty. Saw the other go past on the way to St. Ives, just could 
face the idea of being stuck in a car for two hours, even if the weather was crap. I begging to 
worry that the weather won’t clear due to the bad report coming in on the news, this is going 
to put us behind at Leskernick. 

21^ June (Saturday) 

Wet, wet, wet today. Woke to the sound of rain hammering on the roof this morning and was 
annoyed knowing we have to go on site. I was hoping to stay and see the solstice but there 
wasn’t much chance of that after fighting to stay upright all day, I was just too tired. We 
arrived back at the caravan and hung everything up to dry and waited for Steve to cook 


(courgettes were a bit bitter). Its all early to bed tonight due to the fact were all exhausted. I 
hope tomorrow is not such a bad weather day. 

22"*' June (Sunday) 

More rain, more wind, exhausted, I’m so happy Angus is cooking tonight. I most definitely 
need an early night. 

23'*' June (Monday) 

No rain really today, just wind. I didn.t get the early night I needed last night so I'm still tired. 
Angus and Steve are going up the bar so I get that early night. 

24**' June (Tuesday) 

Hard day of back filling today after final photos of trench 23. Everyone looks tired but the trip 
to The Rising Sun was well worth it. The best pint of cider I’ve had in Cornwall, unfortunately 
the sausages didnl match up. 

25**' June (Wednesday) 

Weather was appalling today while we were back filling on site, we kept going however. Had 
to cook dinner tonight (beans, sweet com, onions, mushrooms and marmite). Everyone 
seemed to enjoy it though. Bizarre. Time for an entrance to the bar. 

26'*' June (Thursday) 

We worked like stink on 23 today to get it back filled and turfed. It seems that everyone else 
left early while we carried on working, well it was our choice, it had to be done. Wilma 
arrived about an hour before we left with hot coffee and pasties, so redeeming his earlier 
shortcomings. I was really looking forward to my bed tonight after shovelling spoil all day. 

27"' June (Friday) 

Those of us who worked later yesterday went up half an hour later this morning. 39 was a 
quagmire when I arrived, it definitely was suffering from a lack of singular leadership. I don’t 
really think I felt much on leaving the site, the weather made it more of a pleasure than a 
wrench. Besides I’m looking forward to getting home even if I do have to go away shortly 
afterward. 

28"' June (Saturday) 

The party last night was fun but I was to keen on getting home and the journey ahead so 
didnl really get into it. The train was packed for much of the journey. Said goodbye to 
everyone on the platform at Paddington, didn't bother me much I had something much more 
important to think about. 






